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'C An E pitaphe on che death ot che right noble and moſt vertuous Lady Maryarit Duzlaſts good 
grace, Countiſle of Lininox (& Daughter to the renowmed & moſt excellent Lady Margarit Queene, Siſter to the maguificent & moſt mighty 
Pꝛince Henry the eight ol England, Fraunce and Ireland, Kinge, and by Gods permiſſion Qucene of Scotland, ) who diſccaſe this 
life the nint h day of March. Anno. ic 7 7.at hir mannoure iu Wackay in the countye of Pidelſex and lied enierred the. 3. dap of dpzil at Meſtminſter 

in the Cyaple of Aung Henry the ſeuenth, ber wozthie Grandfather of Englande, Fraunce and Ireland Bing ec, The pcare of our 


| 
Los de H90.1;78,41d iu the.20.peare of our ſeteraigne Lady Au ne, Elizabeth by the grace of God of Caglande, 
Fraance and Jrelande, Queene, defendour of the faith. xc. 


Epoꝛte run on, ringe fozth thy doleful Bel, | In wedlockes right, wut ſh: poſeſſed life, 
| [7] That wozldly wightes,may watle our great anopc; | This perelt ſſe dame moſt duttlul was kounde: A 
In Court and Towne,our cauie of woe do fel, Untoher wozthp ſpowle ſhe was a conſtant whe, 
Chat ſtand diſtreſt bereft ofal our tope, Faith knit loues knot, truth was het truſtie ground 
With care ſee that, thy ſxyl thou do implope, Two ſons ſhe had moſdfpt to be renowimd 
To blaſe our luckles hap thꝛoughout each land: Heurye The one of Scots the diadem did weare: 
That moztal wightes, our gretes map vnderſtande. King of Mhoſe fatal [yne is knowen to cuery care. 


Scots. 


Ladye And as we waile,ſolet conſtraint of paine. relle Whilſt he as pꝛince did beate the ropal (way, = 
Marga- Jnfozce them weepe, to thinke vpon our loſle: The commons hartes mol? curtuoullp he wonne: 
rirz grace In woful wile, with vs, let them complaine, But treaſon falſe in cancred hartes did ſap, 
Dauzh- That yeld ofcare,tobeare the bitter croſſe. — And traitoꝛs fearce to woꝛke his ſpoile begonne. 
ter to the Let waues of woe, their mindes in anguiſh tolle, pet weldeth now the ſcepter(there)his ſonne, ; 
ſeldeſt Letflouds of flowing teares, each where be ſeene: Whole death did nyp this Counteſle to the gall: 
Daugh- To waile this Dame, the Daughter ofa Queene. pet did ſhe iop. his ſeede was ſafe from thꝛall. 


H. Japzincely place, iet Prince and Peres lament, Her other ſonne Loꝛd Charles that wozthy wight, | 
des Let Kohle Loꝛdes, and Ladies peld to waile; Eſpouſdſhe lee, whole ſeede ſhe did imbꝛace: 
the. 7. Foꝛ from the Courte a Jwel ritch is hent, Pet death in time bereft him from her light... 
now dil- Ind ſuch a one as to het great auaile, Whole want in her a double dole did place. 
(ceaſed, Peſerueth fame, though Death her life do quale, Twirt theſe extremes pet did this Ladies grace, 
borneat Mhet ſhe might pelpe,the would no harme pꝛocure: Uſe patience ſweete to ſalue her inward griefe: 


. ou all can tel, her freindſhip was moſt pure, And pꝛaiſed God that was her comfozt chiete. 


yeares Aloe to vice and ſuch as vitious were, : But as thepꝛ race the courſe of time ware out, 
befote ill This noble dame continually did reit: And they to death conſtrained were to bende: 
A freendly hart ſhe did to vertue beare, So to her ſtate(Time)his coinpas courlt about, 
The fruites whereof did floꝛiſh in her b2eff. And toucht her coꝛpes with ſickneſſe {harp in ende. 
To ritche and pooze true frendſhip ſhe pꝛokeſt, In which by faith on Chꝛiſt ſhe did de pende, 

Het woꝛdes with deedes confirmed were each hoe: Whole onely bloud ſhe did affe and truſt: 

Then nobles al lament this fragrant flowꝛe. By faith ſhuld purge,her ſin and make her iuſt. 


Caſt ot pour ſilkes. ꝓour toaſtly robes fozbeare, I. 3 = Jope mou — wy — — 
— . — weedes to weare her ſon, To beare his roke ſhe partence pure p Met ' 
Beweepe this dame boꝛne of ſo hpe degree. Earle of And vnto heauen foꝛ ſauegarde ſweete did flye, 
A ropal pꝛince, Henry the ſeauenth euen he, ; Liumox She vnto God with hart and minde did crpe, 
Ot England Fraunce, and Jreland,famous kinge, bur ied at Pꝛeſerue our queene and bleſſe this little land: 
Her Gran: ſyꝛe was conſider pou this thing. hackney er foes confound with thy out ſtretched hand. 


Her Lady mothers grace, that Margacichight, This done ſhe bids the noble Peares adew, 
Ot Scotland was, whilom the crownedqueene: She takes her leaue offriendes and ſcruants all: 
And ſyſtet to, the eigty Henry by tight, Mp tpme is come, I take mp leaue of pou, 
whole flowing lame in England ſh:ncth greene. The truite thats ripe,ts ſoneſt apt to fall. 

Alied bp byꝛth this gem was to our queene, And though to death my body now be thꝛall, 
Then noble ſtatcs,mund? pou her blaud and bpꝛth: I dye to liue in heauen with Chꝛiſt my louc: 
And helpe with teares to bʒing her to the earth. And hope to reſte with his clect aboue. 


Send koꝛth pour ſobes let floudes fal from pour epes, This ſaid, her bꝛeth foꝛthwith began to kaple, 
This gratious gem, this pc axle of pꝛiʒe beweepe: And fading life, incunes to dꝛaw to ende: 
And in pour hartes, ol Liuinox that Counteſſe wiſe, She leaues this woꝛld vnto her great auaile, 
Foꝛ vertue vouch, a true recoꝛde to kcepe. Foz Jeſus Chꝛiſt is found her ſureſt frende. 
And though her coꝛpes in earth lye cloaled deepe, From daunger great, hir ſoule he doth defende, 
Conſent to make niemoꝛial other name:: Spnne is defaſte by vertue of his blood: 
That conquereth death by fozce of wozthp fame, 8 And he alone hath done this Counteſle good, 

| ite & 


Herloue to God was alwaies faithful founde, Lady to Per Daughter deare that louinge Lady kinde, 
Her lytt ſhe led in lopaity and awe: 5 lord Her Graccſe drathtomourne is reddp pꝛeſt: 


Onne. 


——— — — 


On trueth ſhe ſtaid, to pzince her troth was ſounde, harles The Lady pounge that nature hath alpnde, 
And ſtoode in dꝛead fo2 to tranſagrefle the lawe. arle of | IS pet fo2 koode to clatme the Nourſes b2eſt. 
Jnfoztune fel could not her hart with dzawe, | Liuinox|Cuen as it can with ſozrowe ts poſſeſt, (mone: 
From God noz pzince,her thought could neuer chaunge, And Scotlands Ringe, his Gran-dam:s death doth 


harles 


Ne was her loue to countrey ſhowne as dtraunge. harles | Jn Court and Towne acauſe ut care is ſhowne, 
inge o 


Chen Bꝛittaines kinde that ſptte in honoꝛs ſal, 
Foꝛget not pou, to bid this dame ade w: 


cotlad, Her ſeruants all beweepe hir noble grace, 


The pooze each where, her loſſe with teares lament | 
— tant. _—_— —— — 1 =_ whom — — the once would turne her face; 
, your louing freende tore Her hart and hand they ſap,cachhowze was bent. 
hilft life ſhe toped ſhe was a freende to pou, Their neede to heipe, and Hackney doth aſſent, | 
Her hart was meeke and humble to the ende: with wꝛinging hadsto waile this woꝛthies wzack | 


Juſt cauſe pou haue to weepe ſo good a freende. That gaue them foode and clad the naked back. | 


Pouſufo2s pooꝛe, haue loſt a Margarit deate, But what can teares oꝛ peareing plaints pzcuaile, | 
A pꝛecious pearle,the piller of pour truſt: Het time was come, and death hath cut her dovonc: 
Who willing was, pour due demaundes to heare, Thꝛe ſcoꝛe, thꝛee peres ſhe liu d til dtath did quatlile. 
And to the pzince to further cauſes juſt. The tife ol hit moſt woꝛthye high renowue. 
Thinke on this Phenir rare of tight you muſk, | Indnow her head of life hath got the Crowne, 
hoſe want, with woe vouchſafe atime to waile. -| Ber ble ſſed ſoule befoze the heaucnlp kinge: 
Her ſhꝛine remaines,her pzeſence pou do falle. Doth bre s of Joy with ſaints # Ingels ſynge. - 

nu 
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